The rnoft lamentable Trage die 

Exit all but Mar cut and Tttus. 

Clf arcus. My Lore! to ftep out oflhefc dririe dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtilcQuecneof^ot/j^, 

Isofa fodaine thusaduancdinRome? 

Titus* I know not Marcus : but I know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the hearten scan tell, 

Is fhe not then beholding to the man, 

Xhatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor y Tam or a and her two fonnes y with the Moor* 
at one doore. Enter at the other do ore Bajsianus and 
Lamm* with others. 

Saturn. So BafsUnns, you haue plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your gallant Bride* 

Tafsi. And you of yours my Lord! fay no more, 

Nor wifli nolefte, and fo I take my leaue. 

Satur. Tray cor, if Rome haue law, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faftion fliall repent this Rape* 

Ba/sia . Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafc my owne, 

My true betrothed loue, and now my wife* 

But let the lawesofRome determine all, 

M eane while lam pofleft of that is mine. 

Satttr. Tis good fir,youare very ihort with vs. 

But if we line wcele be as Iharpc with you. 

Ba/sian. My Lord, what I haue done as bed I may, 
Anfwere I rnuft, and (hall do with my life, 

Onel y thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus hecre, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 

That in therefeue of Lawn**, 

With his owne hand did flay his ycungeft fonne. 

In zeale to you,and highly mou’d to wrath* 

T# 
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To be contrould in that he frankely gauc, 

Rcccauc him then to fauour Saturnine* 

That hath exprcfthimfclfc in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus. Prince 'Bafsianm leaue to plead my deedi, 

Tis thou, and thofc, that haue diflionoured me, 

Rome and the righteoui heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loud and honoured Saturnine . 

Tamora* My worthy Lord if cwxTamora* 

Were gracious in thofc princely eyes of thino* 

Then hcare me fpcake indifferently far all : 

And at my fute ( fwcetc) pardon what is paft. 

Sat ur ♦ What Madam , be diflionoured openly, 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamor* ♦ Not fo my Lord, the Gods ofRorae forfend 
I ihotfld be Author todifhonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake, 

Forgood Lord TV#/ innocence in all : 

Whofcfury not diflcroblcd fpeakes his griefes : 

Then at my fute lookc gracioufly on him. 

Loo fc not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppo fc , 

Nor with fowre lookes afHift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diffemblc all your griefes and difeontents, 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

V pon a iufl furuay take Titus part* 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yccld at intreats, and then let me alone 
lie finde a day to maffacre them all. 

And race their faction and their farailic, 

The cruell Father, and his tray trousfennes, 

Tow home 1 fyed for my deerefonnes life. 


